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Of course it starts to rain when I am halfway home.

It is Valentine's day. I am alone. And now I am getting wet.

It is a fitting end to the worst day of my life.

It was a day that was supposed to have been perfect. But it was a day that my dumb asshole of a boyfriend had ruined.

My ex-boyfriend, I reminded myself as the image of him entwined with that slut Jackie in the back bedroom flashed across my mind.

Tonight was the night. Well, it was supposed to have been the night. The night when I finally went all the way.

I was fed up waiting for my perfect man to claim me. And Brad, my asshole ex, was as good a choice as any to do it with.

The plan had been to go to the party, have sex with him, then dump him. I mean, he was a nice guy, or so I'd thought, but I hadn't really seen a future with him. He was just a placeholder.

And to be perfectly honest it seems that the only reason he continued to go out with me was to finally get his way with me.

But at the party he slipped away from me. And when I finally went looking for him I found him naked in bed with Jackie.

I just stood there in shock. She was doing what I had planned to do.

Except it was far from her first time.

Not that I cared what she got up to.

At least not until she was doing it with my boyfriend.

And then Brad turned on me and said that I was a bitch and, more importantly, that if I didn't want to sleep with him it was because I was a frigid prude.

I had just turned and ran from the party.

And judging by the reaction of everyone as I passed by them they all knew that Brad was fooling around behind my back.

I felt like such a fool. I had thought that Brad was a good guy. 

I mean, he was a hot guy. And he seemed to be good. He treated me right, or so I thought.

As for sex, I loved to make out with him. Even if we stopped before going all the way. I had never left him hanging. Every time I used my mouth and hands to please him.

Something which I actually enjoyed.

I might be a virgin, but I'm not a prude.

It is just that actually going all the way was a level of intimacy that I thought should be reserved for someone special.

But I had finally given up hope of that special someone ever looking at me in that way.

So basically I was just using Brad.

And he had been just using me.

So why was I crying?

Was I crying because after four months of taking Brad's spunk in my mouth at the end of every date I kind of expected that he'd treat me with some respect?

Because as I'd rushed from the bedroom it was obvious that everyone at the party knew what he had been doing all along.

Or was I crying because I still wanted that special someone to be my first?

So, maybe that bastard Brad had done me a favor after all.

I knew that I deserved a better boyfriend and better sex. I just wanted the first time to be special, like from a book or a movie, even though I had heard some girls recounting less than special stories about their first times.

I just needed the right man to take his time and show me how good it could be. Someone with experience. Perhaps someone older.

Someone like Mr. Adams, my next door neighbor, and father of my high school BFF, Sarah.

Ever since I can remember I've had a crush on him. But I know that he only sees me as his daughter's friend.

Even now that I was fully an adult, I was still too shy to do anything about my feelings for him. What if I tried something and it didn't work out? It would be awkward to see each other every time I came to visit Sarah.

Sarah and I had both grown up a lot since high school. I still had a little bit of baby fat on me, while she had blossomed during her time at college.

You might think that would have resented Sarah for going to college while I was left back home working dead end retail jobs.

But I was happy for her. She had a chance to make something with her life and I wished the best for her.

And I had my own dreams.

Even if most of the revolved around her father sweeping me up in his strong arms and kissing me deeply.

Every night I would lie in bed fantasizing about him, imagining how big his cock must be. Imagining how it would feel to have him inside me. But I've never come right out and told him how I feel.

I simply couldn't.

I'm not experienced enough to know how to seduce a man like him.

I'm willing to learn. But boys my age are a different breed to mature men like Mr. Adams

He's in his early forties, but his body is still as fit as a man half his age.

He goes to the gym several times a week and jogs at the local park. I like to spy on him, admiring his sculpted body, his strong arms, and broad shoulders.

And I can't help but look at his crotch and fantasize about his cock. His cock makes a nice big bulge in his running shorts. He seems much bigger than any of my boyfriend's, even Brad.

I've been thinking about his cock a lot lately. I've been thinking about how big it is and how it would feel to hold it. How it would feel to kiss it.

And to take it into my mouth.

I bet he tastes sweet and hot.

I bet he comes like a porn star.

I could feel myself getting turned on as I walk home alone.

I have a feeling that I'm going to be enjoying myself in my bed tonight.

My parents have gone away for the weekend, a valentine's treat of their own. And so I had the house to myself.

I was going to be able to draw myself a big bath of hot water and lay back thinking of Mr. Adams as I soaked my cares away.

Then a passing car slowed beside me.

I look over, momentarily concerned.

But as the passenger window rolls down I see that it is Mr. Adams.

I blush, not that he could possibly know what I had just been fantasizing about.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​2 - Jeff


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


I was surprised to see Mary, my daughter's best friend, walking home alone.

I had worked late at the office and then grabbed a bite to eat at a local diner. But it was still early. Much too early for a young twenty-something like Mary to be heading home.

She definitely looked like she had been to a party. The slinky dress that she wore left nothing to the imagination. Not that my imagination needed much prompting.

But something must be wrong for her to be going home so early.

And besides, it is raining.

So I slow to a halt and roll down my window.

"Mary? Is that you?" I call from the car.

She looks around, taking a big sigh of relief. "Mr. Adams," she says. "I..." 

I don't give her time to finish that sentence before I reach over and open the passenger door.

"Get in, Mary, you're soaked," I say.

She looks as if she might have been crying. 

Or it might have been the rain that made her mascara run.

But I could have sworn I heard her sniffle a little as she sat into my car.

I can't help but notice how tightly her wet dress clings to her skin. She's clearly not wearing a bra, and her nipples poke out through the thin material. The dress is quite short and her long legs glisten in the streetlight. 

I turn away before I reveal my feelings for her. "It's a wet night to be out without a coat," I say, trying to keep my voice calm.

"I know," she says, looking down at her hands.

"What happened?" I ask.

"Just some stupid boy," she says.

"Some stupid boy at a party?" I ask.

"Yes," she says.

"Did he try to hurt you?" I ask, an edge coming unbidden into my voice.

"No," she says.

"Then what?" I ask.

She looks up at me then as if she is surprised that I asked.

"I caught him fucking some other girl," she says.

"Oh," I reply.

"I'm sorry." I can see her blush. "I didn't mean to use bad language."

"No," I say. "It's not that."

"Really?" she asks. "Then what?"

"I just can't believe that some guy would be stupid enough to cheat on a girl as beautiful as you," I say.

Then it is my turn to blush.

I turn and look out the side window, hoping she doesn't notice the flush on my cheeks.

"Oh, Mr, Adams," she says, sounding a little surprised. "That's very sweet of you to say."

But I can see that she is shivering from the cold.

"You must be frozen," I say, as I turn up the heat and reach around to pull a blanket from the back seat.

I drape it over her and find myself tucking it in around her before I can stop myself.

It is with sheer force of will that I manage to straighten up and move back to my side of the
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